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when the children chase them. At the bottom
of one long diametrical trench, several boys and
girls are making pies with the perilous assistance
of discarded tins. One charming baby, dressed
only in a pair of pink and blue check gingham
knickers, plays blithely on the top of a dug-out
reinforced with piles of sandbags. Only a few
- yards from the barbed wire entanglements, a
laughing throng drinks its cups of tea beneath
the orange umbrellas of the open-air restaurant.
On the Serpentine in the distance, hundreds of
holiday-makers are boating and bathing from
Lansbury's Lido, instituted by the venerable
pacifist for the people of London in days before
his creed had set him at variance with his
party.

At such a time as the present, this character-
istic scene could hardly be found in any country
but Britain. Remembering my American friends
in periods of international crisis, I recall also
their habit of excitedly listening by day and
night to the radio broadcasts coming through
on   their   perfect   transmitters   from   half  the
capitals of Europe.   The state of tension pro-
duced by this keen, nervous, intelligent interest
is something,  I feel, which an English Bank
Holiday crowd would regard with amazement. I
recollect that last September, just before he went
to the Continent to gather the material for his
vivid  little  study,   Inside  Germany,   my   friend